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plain sentences and blacker ink, and a frenzied admonition
to the gentlemen of the Foreign Office to " take more Pains
to form their letters distinctly."    But he had graver im-
pediments, since his sovereign and her coadjutors were more
than ever disinclined to leave foreign policy to a mere Foreign
Secretary.   She was rejecting drafts before the revolution.
Diverted by that cataclysm, which engulfed the poor, good
King, she was lost for a time in cries of sympathy.    Letters to
Claremont, minglings of royal tears at Windsor, left little
time for her papers;   even the stream of good advice from
Brussels was momentarily stifled by Leopold's faint shriek
that " the human race is a sad creation, and I trust that the
other planets are better organised, and that we may get there
hereafter";    and  Albert,   always  so   calm,  was  almost
hysterical in his appeal to Stockmar to " come, as you love
me, as you love Victoria, as you love uncle Leopold, as
you love  your  German  Fatherland."    Lord  Palmerston
enjoyed the unusual respite and drafted on without royal
admonitions.    He disliked the nest  of exiled royalty at
Claremont; but he gave a little dinner for Guizot and Lieven
at Carlton Gardens and Mr. Greville thought the two mini-
sters " would have shaken each other's arms off."   Then
London enjoyed the mild distraction of an imeute of its own.
The Chartist threat impended, and the Government invoked
the Duke to make the military arrangements.    He was at
Palmerstonfs one night, assuring a nervous diplomat that the
troops would be kept well out of sight.    An April morning
dawned,  and  Lady  Palmerston wrote   " Revolution" in
her diary;  the servants were all enrolled as Special Con-
stables ; and she retired to spend the day with Minnie, while
Palmerston went off to defend the Foreign Office.   A meagre
issue of Service muskets and cutlasses had been made; and,
true to departmental habits, a dispute was raging between
two branches as to the command.    But the fortress in
Downing Street was never tested.    A wet afternoon put off
the Chartist journie; and Palmerston was left exulting over
" the Waterloo of peace and order," with a mild regret that
" the foreigners did not show;   but the special constables